Preſident of Prefidents 


OR, AN 


ELEGI 


On the Death of 


JOHN BRADSHAW: 


*$ COoAtT 


Not countermand prevailing Deſtiny. 


= 
Who could find Law *gainit Zaw, condemn, and trie , 
The K:ng-like Reaſon, God-like Majefty ;; 
Should have gone on, me-thinks, ſeen gaſping lie 
The ®zeex of Reaſon too, Philoſophy; 
Nor ſhould he have ſtaid there, but by ſome new; 
S:rrange Jud.c'ture have Cenſur'd Nature too, 
Buc itay, Did he not think himſelf to be 
Above the reach of frail Mortality > 
[_ Having beheld the aw %pb; Senate die , 
Himſelf become of uſelcfle Property. 
Ang Generation from Corruption flow , 
Another riſing from their overthrow. 
And that aſpiring Pzramiae to fall | 
( + he Father's grearneſſe, the Son's tuneral, ) 
And the forgorren Carcaſe, that had Jain 
Diſanimarcd long, revive again. 
Aſſuming ( what was thought for ever gone ) 
Their Power, at their Reſurre8ton. | 
And riſing with 'em, thought himſelf to be 
Inveſted with their Immortality. 
Bur, as a Flower on a Chymiſt's call 
Rais'dzto attend on its 'own funerall, 
Short was their Time, and ſoon expir'd their Reigne, 
Returning to their Chaos back again. 
Which Bradſhaw ſadly viewing, tigh'd , that he 
Muſt now ſubmir Vimperious Deſt:zy. 
For ke, who kept their Seal, while he had breath , 
Has yielded now to the Broad-Seal of Death. 


Pa 


me Dead 


Think Fuftice is not hood-wink'd now, but blind 
Style HMurther Law, and Cruelty moſt kind. 
That Bradjbaw, (England's Pilat) who durſt own 
The Ac, of murthering his Soveraigr 
Uſurp the ſeat of Juſtice, doom to death, _ 
Whom God himſelf had ſiyl'd a god on earth : 
That at one farall Sentence, and one Blow , 
Lay butcher'd Maj'ſtic , and three Kingdoms too. 
Dreſt in his {anguine Roabs, Law the pretence , 
T'aflafinate both Law and Innocence. 
That, not the horrour of his crimes, nor ſenſe 
Ot {in, could wake his ſleeping Conſcience ; 
And on himſelf, like a foul o'recharg*d Gun , 
Recoll, and be his own deſtruftion. 
Or was the Sword of Juſtice dull > had he 
Brib'd that roo, to comply with Yillany? 
Muſt he expire in his ſoft bed ? no force ! | 
Could not the * Place inſpire him with Removce ? * Whitehall, 
Know, that his Crimes were ſuch, tranſcended far wherehe. dir 
All Parallel, and muſi ſtand ſingular. " 
The wittieſt Vengeance man could here invent, 
Muſt fall far ſhort of ſuch a Preſident. 
There is no name to know him by, Nay, we 
Ought to forget him, that Poſterety, 
Searching our Kecoras, might no pattern find , 
This to Re-a&, bur damn it to Mankind. 
Should man attempt this Puniſhment, it were 
To rob juſt Heaven of its Vengeance here. 
Oblivion ought to ſwallow the intent, 


And this Example find no Preſident. 


T. B. 
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